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I: The Ghost Is Back 


The Bloodhound Gang sat eating popcorn 
in a neighborhood theater. They were 
watching an old Dracula movie. 

It was a summer night. 

Some thirty-five miles from the city, a 
large country home lay in shadows. At the 
open French doors of her bedroom a thin, 
gray-haired woman sat in a wheelchair. She 
was still beautiful at seventy years of age. 
Snapping oflF the lights, she gazed at the 
night-blackened lawns and trees of her 
estate. 

She was waiting for the return of the 
cackling ghost. 

From her stereo, a Mozart symphony 
played on. The music comforted her. The 
notes drifted out across the bedroom ter¬ 
race to join the night sounds of katydids 
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and crickets. They sounded like musicians 
endlessly tuning up. 

Mrs. Fairbanks didn’t believe in ghosts. 

But on dark nights, without a scrap of 
moon in the sky, a glowing phantom had 
begun to taunt her. 

Tonight she saw nothing out there but 
milky-white moths fluttering like bits of 
paper blown on the warm night wind. 

What nonsense, she thought. What utter 
silliness to sit waiting for a ghost. 

She grew weary, and her eyes closed. 

And then fun-house laughter burst into 
the room. Her eyes snapped open. 

“It’s back,” she muttered on a quick 
intake of breath. The cackling laughter 
erupted from the stereo, almost drowning 
out the Mozart. 

Mrs. Fairbanks’ eyes peered into the 
night. There, beyond the rose garden, a 
ghostly white figure shimmered under the 
pale starlight. 

“Edmund,” she called out, and rang a 
brass hand bell. “Edmund!” 
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She could see the light in her nephew’s 
room at the end of the U-shaped house. He 
was pacing. She saw his shadow pass back 
and forth behind the window drapes. 

Again she shook the bell—a signal be¬ 
tween them. They had kept the ghost a 
secret. The servants might quit if they knew 
of the uncanny late-night visitor. 

She stared once more at the cloudy shape 
mocking her from the distance. Then she 
slammed the French doors and defiantly 
turned her back to the creature. 
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By the time Edmund appeared, the 
snickering, cackling laughter had faded 
from the stereo. 

“Not again. Aunt Julia,” Edmund sighed. 
He stood tanned and handsome in pajamas 
and a silk robe. 

“The cackling ghost. It's out there by the 
rose garden.’^ 

“Now, dear,” Edmund said wearily. 

“I’ve not gone batty.” She pointed toward 
the garden. “Maybe this time you’ll see it.” 

Edmund threw open the doors and 
walked onto the terrace. 

After a moment he returned, shaking his 
head. 

“Not a thing out there. Aunt Julia.” 

“But I saw it.” 

He locked the doors and pulled the 
drapes. “You’re imagining things again, 
darling.” 

She answered in a firm, angry voice. 
“Fiddlesticks! There’s something out there. 
I am not imagining it. And I intend to find 
out what it is.” 
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2: The Curse of the 
Darjeeling Necklace 


The phone rang in the second-floor office 
of the Bloodhound Detective Agency. 

Vikki turned from the typewriter and 
picked up the receiver. 

“Bloodhound Detective Agency. When¬ 
ever there’s trouble, we’re there on the 
double. Mr. Bloodhound isn’t here right 
now. Victoria Allen speaking.” 

At sixteen, Vikki was already an experi¬ 
enced detective. Across the room Ricardo 
Lopez, a year younger, was loading fresh 
film into a 35 mm camera. Zach Morgan, 
the third member of the Bloodhound 
Gang, sat fiddling with the office CB radio. 
He was ten. 

Vikki began jotting down notes on a 
scratch pad. “Yes, Mrs. Fairbanks. Did you 
say a ghost? Yes. Got it. Right.” 
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She hung up, and Ricardo fixed her with 
a skeptical look. “Did she say a ghost?” 

Vikki nodded. “One that cackles.” 

“Cackles? Did you ask her if it lays eggs?” 

“She sounds flaky,” Zach put in. 

Vikki shook her head. “I don’t think so. 
She said it might have something to do with 
a necklace sh^ owns. A necklace with an old 
curse on it.” 

“What kind of curse?” Ricardo asked. 

“She’ll tell us when we get there. She 
doesn’t want anyone to know we’re detec¬ 
tives. She’s sending her car to pick us up. 
We’ll wait downstairs. She invited us to 
spend the weekend.” 

“I’ll have to get permission from my 
folks,” Zach said. 


Mrs. Fairbanks and Edmund, in tennis 
shorts, were having lunch on the terrace. 

“We’ll be having guests for the weekend,” 
she said. 

“Do you think that’s wise. Aunt Julia? 
With the strange happenings around here.” 
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“You mean the ghost.” 

“Yes.” 

She arched an eyebrow with an air of 
amusement. “But you insist it’s all in my 
mind.” 

He poured another cup of coffee. “I keep 
thinking about the Darjeeling Necklace. 
The terrible curse, I mean. It may be 
coming true.” 

Mrs. Fairbanks laughed. “Fiddlesticks, 
Edmund. I don’t believe in curses. That’s 
for poor, ignorant, superstitious souls.” 

“You know what an ugly history the 
necklace has. The curse has worked before. 
Let me sell the necklace for you.” 

In the daylight hours Mrs. Fairbanks was 
able to smile about the whole thing. She 
smiled now. 

“With a cloud hanging over the necklace, 
perhaps no one would care to buy it.” 

“Are you forgetting. Aunt Julia? I have 
found someone willing to take the foul 
Darjeeling necklace off your hands.” 

“At half its value?” She adjusted her 
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wheelchair. “I’m not such a tool. Ana J 
intend to get to the bottom of this night 

mare.” 


A 1952 Rolls-Royce, hlack and polished 

at the 


to a patent leather shine, pulled up 
curb. 

Vikki was A<raiting on the sidewalk with a 
pink overnight case. Ricardo had a change 










of clothes stuffed into his father’s old army 
ditty bag. Zach carried his toothbrush and a 
spare T-shirt in a brown grocery sack, as if 
he were bringing his lunch. 

The chauffeur opened the rear door for 
them. He was thin as a bird, hawk-nosed, 
and seemed a mile and a half tall. His gray 
eyebrows looked like a pair of woolly 
caterpillars. 



Taking Vikki’s bag, he said, “I’m Town¬ 
send.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Townsend,” Vikki re¬ 
plied, stepping into the back seat. 

“Just Townsend,” he corrected her. 

Vikki felt the Bloodhound Gang was 
stepping into a world with different rules 
of behavior. ‘Townsend, just Townsend, 
seemed out of an earlier century. He was as 
correct and formal as an undertaker. She 
wondered if he ever smiled. 

A moment later, Townsend slipped be¬ 
hind the wheel. The car passed along the 
familiar streets and storefronts. 

“Look at us,” Zach whispered. “Our own 
chauffeur.” 

“Don’t let it go to your head,” Vikki said. 
“We’re Just on a case.” 

Zach looked out the window, hoping 
some of his friends would see him. But no 
such luck. 

The car headed west out of the city. 

“I hope they have peanut butter sand¬ 
wiches where we’re going,” Zach remarked. 
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“Naw,” said Ricardo. “You’ll probably 
have to eat caviar three times a day.” 

“Is that fish eggs?” 

“Yup,” said Vikki. 

“Yecch,” said Zach. 

The street signs, buildings, and asphalt 
of the city gave way to green hills and trees 
with clouds of summer leaves. Vikki leaned 
forward toward the chauffeur. 

“Have you seen the ghost, Mr. . . . er, 
Townsend?” 

“What ghost, Miss?” 

“Any ghost.” 

“No, Miss.” 

“How about werewolves?” she added, to 
muddy the line of her questions. “Or 
vampires? We were watching a scary movie 
last night.” 

Vikki was wrong. Townsend could laugh, 
and did. 

“I guess you youngsters have never spent 
a night in the country. Nothing to be 
frightened of. No ghosts or werewolves or 
vampires. Not in the thirty years I’ve been 
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on the estate.” And then Townsend said, 
almost as an afterthought, “But you may 
hear a bell ringing in the middle of the 
night.” 

“A bell?” Ricardo murmured. 

“Nothing to be alarmed about. In recent 
weeks Mrs. Fairbanks has taken to shaking a 
hand bell like a schoolteacher. Generally 
toward midnight.” 

“But why?” Vikki asked. 

“It’s not my place to ask. Miss.” 

The Bloodhound Gang absorbed this bit 
of information in silence, Then Zach 
turned to Vikki. 

“I told you she was flaky,” he said. 
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3: Number 37 


Mrs. Fairbanks opened the wall safe in her 
bedroom. She withdrew a black velvet jewel 
case. 

Turning about in her wheelchair, she 
faced the Bloodhound Gang. 

“The famous Daijeeling Necklace,” she 
said. 

When she opened the box to the sun¬ 
light, green fire seemed to leap from the 
string of jewels. 

“Emeralds?” Vikki asked in a hushed 
voice. 

“More valuable than diamonds,” Mrs. 
Fairbanks replied. “The Grand Mogul of 
India had the necklace created for one of 
his wives. The year was 1597.” 

Zach tugged at Ricardo’s shirt and whis¬ 
pered, “What’s a Grand Mogul?” 

“A king or something, I guess.” 
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Mrs. Fairbanks looked up from the neck¬ 
lace. “It has a long and evil history. There is 
said to be a curse attached to it.” And then 
she added with a defiant toss of her head, 
“All perfectiy idiotic.” 

“One of those you’11-have-bad-luck sort 
of curses?” Vikki asked. 

“Rather more specific.” Mrs. Fair¬ 
banks paused, then took a deep breath. 




“The owner is doomed to go mad.” 

Ricardo lifted an eyebrow. “Crazy?” 

“If one believes that sort of nonsense.” 

Vikki said, “Has the curse ever come 
true?” 

“Yes. For the Grand Mogul’s wife. And 
for a few others. Mere coincidence, of 
course, but . . .” 

Mrs. Fairbanks’ voice trailed oflF. 

“But?” Vikki said sofdy. 

“Lately I’ve begun to hear things.” 

“Voices?” 

“No. Laughter. And I’ve begun to see 
things.” 

“The ghost?” 

Mrs. Fairbanks pointed toward the 
grounds. 

“Out there. Beyond the rose garden. 
That ridiculous cackling ghost.” 

Ricardo and Zach crossed to a window 
and looked out. Vikki stood gazing into the 
old woman’s blue eyes, pale as watercolor. 

“Mrs. Fairbanks, do you also hear a bell 
ringing in the night?” 
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“I see you’ve done a bit of investigating 
already. Good!” And then she laughed 
softly. “I not only hear the bell, I do the 
ringing. To alert my nephew to the ghost. 
Let me show you.” 

She wheeled herself to her bed and 
withdrew a brass hand bell from under the 
pillows. She rang it. 

“Unfortunately, my nephew never seems 
to arrive in time to see the ghost for 
himself. He thinks I’ve gone a bit b^my.” 

Edmund arrived slighdy out of breath. 

“Aunt Julia,” he blurted out. “Are you 
beginning to see the ghost in broad daylight 
now—” 

He stopped short, discovering visitors in 
the bedroom. 

“Edmund, these are the young friends I 
was telling you about,” said Mrs. Fairbanks. 
“They’re going to spend the weekend with 
us.” 

“Splendid, splendid,” he replied. 

“Now see here. Aunt Julia, it’s not safe to 
have the necklace out.” 
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She laughed. “Who’d want to steal it 
—with the curse?” 

He took the jewel case out of her hands, 
snapped it shut, and strode past Vikki to 
the wall safe. 

From where she was standing Vikki saw 
the combination dial set at 37. 

He placed the velvet case inside the safe. 
“Do let me sell it for you. Aunt Julia. I told 
you that Mr. Amador is quite willing to buy 
it.” 

“For pennies.” Mrs. Fairbanks shook her 
head. “No, Edmund. I’ve firmly made up 
my mind to leave it to the Smithsonian 
Institution.” 

He slammed the door of the safe. His 
tanned fingers grasped the Combination 
knob to give it a twirl. 

“I do worry about you, dear,” he said. 

She seemed amused. “It’s the first time 
Fve known you to worry about anything 
but your tennis game—and your losses at 
cards.” 

“Really, Aunt Julia.” 


23 




He rehung the picture that concealed the 
wall safe, but not before Vikki noticed the 
setting on the dial. 

It still stood at 37. 

Edmund hadn’t twirled the dial. 

The safe was still unlocked. 

Vikki stood frozen to the spot, her mind 
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spinning. Why had Edmund merely pre¬ 
tended to twist the dial? 

Mrs. Fairbanks had changed the subject. 
“Edmund, you really must show these 
youngsters your train layout before the 
weekend is over.” 

Suddenly, Vikki came unfrozen. “Mrs. 
Fairbanks,” she said, “we really can’t stay for 
the weekend. We promised to be home 
after dinner.” 

Ricardo and Zach shot her looks of total 
surprise. 

“Oh, Fm so sorry,” Mrs. Fairbanks said 
with genuine regret. 

Edmund gave the Bloodhound Gang 
one of his flickering smiles. “I hope Aunt 
Julia hasn’t frightened you off with her 
ghost stories. I must rush oflF. Delighted to 
have you with us, if only for dinner.” 

He left. 

Vikki walked to the French doors and 
indicated the terrace and grounds beyond. 

“The ghost appears out there, you said.” 

“Yes.” 
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“Any special time?” 

“Only late at night. When the servants 
are asleep.” 

“Mrs. Fairbanks, can we look around?” 
Ricardo asked. 

“I’ll be terribly disappointed if you 
don’t,” Mrs. Fairbanks replied. 

Ricardo and Zach started out across the 
terrace, but Vikki was drawn back to the 
wall safe. She lifted the picture, revealing 
the combination dial set at 37. Could it 
have been merest chance? She didn’t think 
so. She gave the knob a spin, locking the 
safe. 

“Mrs. Fairbanks, how many people know 
the combination of your safe?” 

“How many? Two. My lawyer. And I.” 

“Not your nephew?” 

“Edmund? He’s much too irresponsible, 
I’m afraid. And we’re in complete disagree¬ 
ment over the beastly business of the 
Darjeeling Necklace.” 

“He believes in the curse?” 

“So it seems.” 
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Vikki started for the doors. She stopped 
and turned. 

“Mrs. Fairbanks, I think someone is 
planning to steal the necklace tonight.” 

Mrs. Fairbanks stiffened. “Really? I must 
say, my dear, you are perfectly astonish¬ 
ing.” And then she added, “Who?” 

Vikki hesitated. Edmund’s name was on 
the tip of her tongue, but she held back. 
What if she were wrong? Better not to 
distress Mrs. Fairbanks with mere suspicion. 
A plan was beginning to bubble up in her 
mind. 

“We’ll set a trap for the thief,” Vikki said, 
avoiding the direct question. 

“How perfectly exciting,” Mrs. Fairbanks 
replied. “You must tell me about it.” 

“I will.” Then Vikki quickly left to join 
Ricardo and Zach. 
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4: The Dead Moth 


Ricardo and Zach were checking out the 
grounds around the mansion when Vikki 
caught up. 

“What’s the funny smell?” Zach asked, 
sniffing the breeze. 

“Fresh air,” Vikki answered. 

“So that’s what it smells like,” Zach re¬ 
marked. “Fve read about it in books.” 

Ricardo gave Vikki a scowl. “You sure 
zonked our weekend. Why’d you say we 
have to go home right after dinner?” 

“Because that’s what I want Mrs. Fair¬ 
banks’ nephew to think.” 

“Why?” 

“He’s up to something.” 

“You figure he’s putting on the ghost 
show?” 

“I don’t know,” she replied, leading the 
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way across the vast lawn. “But he only 
pretended to lock the safe. I think the 
Darjeeling Necklace will be gone by morn- 

• »5 

mg. 

Zach groaned. “Terrihc! What if they 
think we stole it?” 

Vikki shrugged. 

“Say he does steal it,” Ricardo mused. 
“Could be he wants to save his aunt from 
the curse on those green beads.” 

“Right,” Vikki said. 

“Then someone else must be trying to 
scare Mrs. Fairbanks with all the ghost 
stuff,” said Ricardo. 

They reached the rose garden, and Zach 
sniffed the air again. “Boy, get a whiff of 
that” 

“Yeah,” Ricardo excl^med. “Smells like 
someone busted all of my sister’s perfume 
bottles.” 

Vikki cast a glance over the garden, the 
paths, and the wall-like hedges. “Mrs. Fair¬ 
banks said this is where the ghost appears. 
Start looking around.” 


29 



The Bloodhound Gang spread out. 

Zach, magnifying glass in hand, angled 
oflF for the shade of the hedges. What did 
Vikki expect them to find? A credit card? 
He didn’t think ghosts carried stuff like 
that. 

Ricardo called out from a dirt path in the 
rose garden: 

“Hey—do ghosts leave footprints?” 

“This one might,” Vikki answered, and 
hurried over. 

“Look at these. And all about the same 

• _ » 

size. 

Vikki withdrew a tape measure from her 
bag. On hands and knees she compared the 
length of the prints. 

“Pretty big foot,” she said. 

A voice, sharp as a butcher knife, split the 
air. “Size 11 D! Mine, no doubt!” 

Vikki and Ricardo looked up to find a 
large woman in muddy work shoes stand¬ 
ing over them. Her ginger-colored hair was 
braided and wound on top of her head like 
a coiled snake. 
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“How did you brats sneak in here?” she 
snapped. “You’ll frighten the roses!” 

Frighten the roses? Vikki thought the 
woman must be off her rocker. 

“We didn’t—” 

“I’m Miss Chitwood, the new head gar¬ 
dener,” the woman interrupted. “And 
you’re trespassing. Clear out.” 

By that time Ricardo was breathing live 
steam. “Brats, no. Guests, yes. Mrs. Fair¬ 
banks invited us.” 

Miss Chitwood scowled. “What goes on 
in the big house is none of my affair. But I 
won’t have strangers tramping through the 
rose garden. And that means you.” 

Suddenly, she bent over a rose blossom 
and her voice softened to a purr. “My poor 
Pink Lady. Mustn’t tremble so. Mother’s 
here. Sweet little girl. Oh, and look at Town 
Crier all curled up as if hiding in a 
comer. . . .” 

Vikki and Ricardo exchanged looks. 

“We did that. Miss Chitwood?” Vikki 
asked, looking at the footprints. 
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The woman met their glances. “Of 
course. Plants have feelings, you know.” 

“I didn’t.” 

“I talk to them. Soothe them. I haven’t 
had much time to nurse them back to 
happiness, and I wont be interfered with.” 

Ricardo rolled his eyes. Talking to plants? 
She was weird, he thought. 

“You said you are new here,” Vikki 
remarked. “How new. Miss Chitwood?” 

“A few weeks.” 

Vikki wanted to ask if she was aware of 
the ghost, but thought better of it. Miss 
Chitwood and the ghost had come to the 
estate at about the same time. 

Was that why she didn’t want the Blood¬ 
hound Gang hanging around the rose 
garden? 

Zach called out from the hedge. “Look 
what I found!” 

Vikki and Ricardo hurried over, and 
Miss Chitwood trailed them. 

“A dead moth,” Zach said, holding it 
between his fingers. “A lot of ’em here.” 
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“Zach, we’re looking for clues, not wild¬ 
life,” Ricardo exclaimed. 

Miss Chitwood caught up, as if to keep an 
eye on them. She looked at the white moths 
scattered like fallen leaves on the ground. 

“Now, what are moths doing there?” she 
said, as if the Bloodhound Gang were 
responsible. “Can’t be poisoned. I threw 
out the poisons. Told them at the big house 
we’re going to use pheromone from now 
on. I was just about to refill the traps.” 

“Phero—what?” Vikki asked. 

“A chemical that imitates the scent of 
female insects. Pheromone.” 

“But how does it work. Miss Chitwood?” 

“Attracts the males, and keeps them from 
breeding. Cuts down the population.” And 
then something close to a smile cracked the 
comers of her mouth. “I can see you kids 
are city slickers.” 

At least, Ricardo thought, they had grad¬ 
uated from brats to kids. “What does the 
stuff look like?” Ricardo asked. Mr. Blood¬ 
hound was forever telling them to collect 
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bits of information. A detective needed a 
head full of odd facts. 

Miss Chitwood dug into one of her 
pockets and handed Ricardo a dark botde. 

“Careful you don’t spill any. It’s my last 
bottle.” 

Ricardo uncorked the pheromone. He 
took a sniff and then slowly tipped the 
bottle over. It was all he could do to shake a 
drop onto the palm of his hand. 

“Miss Chitwood, this botde is empty.” 

“Impossible!” 

She snatched the botde from his hand. 
Genuine surprise spread across her face as 
she held the bottle to the light. 

“It was almost full a couple of days ago. 
Someone’s been in the garden shed!” 

“It wasn’t us,” Zach said quickly. 

She went storming off. 

Ricardo wiped his hand on his sleeve. 
“Maybe she’s hiding more than pheromone 
in the garden shed,” he said. 


34 



5: The Train 


“My nephew’s newest hobby,” Mrs. Fair¬ 
banks said. With a sweep of her hand sTie 
indicated a model train layout behind the 
windows of Edmund’s room. 

Night had come. 

Edmund pressed a button and the train 
left the model depot. Picking up speed, it 
crossed a bridge and shot through a moun¬ 
tain tunnel. 

“It’s a beauty,” Zach breathed. Fascinated, 
he watched the engine and cars clacking 
over the rails. Crossing signals clanged, 
road barriers rose and fell. His own HO 
model with its narrow gauge track was 
forever running oflF the rails. This was wide 
gauge, and the engine was a monster. 

“I find it restful to watch,” Edmund 
remarked. 

But he said it with an air of boredom, 
Vikki thought. Or was he merely impatient 
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to get the visitors out of his room? It was 
jammed with playthings—skis, tennis rack¬ 
ets, a collection of Indian arrowheads in a 
glass case, and enough electronic equip¬ 
ment to start a radio station. He seemed a 
man who had dedicated his life to avoiding 
work. 

Meanwhile, the mindless engine repeat¬ 
ed and repeated its long oval Journey. 
Vikki’s head swung back and forth as if she 






‘p- 

‘ r 


y 


i 

.T. 

‘r j 

a tl 









In 

I . 


pi ^ 


I V 


c: 


were watching an endless tennis game. 

Ricardo’s attention strayed to a tall fish¬ 
ing pole. The gleaming reel caught his eye. 
He had never in his entire life been fishing. 
He picked up the pole. 

Edmund’s eyes flashed his way like a 
charge of electricity. “Don’t touch that!” 
Ricardo froze. “Yes, sir.” 

“Edmund, don’t be so rude,” Mrs. Fair¬ 
banks said in dismay. “You’ve been all 








nerves, lately.” And then she added, “You 
didn’t tell me you’ve taken up fishing.” 

Edmund was suddenly all charm and 
smiles. 

“I’ll tell you when I catch something,” he 
laughed. 

Ricardo replaced the pole in the corner. 
At the same* time he noticed a dead moth at 
his feet. He stooped to the carpet and 
picked it up. 

“Edmund is really quite clever with his 
hobbies,” Mrs. Fairbanks was saying. “He 
can make the most lifelike hand shadows.” 

She linked her thumbs and waved her 
hands like wings. “Doves and rabbits and—” 

“And it’s getting quite late,” he interrupt¬ 
ed her, checking his watch. 

“Yes,” said Vikki. “We must be going.” 

Mrs. Fairbanks swung around to face her 
and gave her a sly wink. “Certain you won’t 
let Townsend drive you all the way home?” 

Vikki returned the secretive look. “No, 
Mrs. Fairbanks. Just to the road will be fine. 
We’ll catch a bus.” 
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Mrs. Fairbanks, in her wheelchair, saw 
them to the front entrance. Townsend had 
already brought the car around, and stood 
waidng with the rear door open. 

“Surely we can trust Townsend,” Mrs. 
Fairbanks whispered. “He’s been with me so 
very long.” 

Vikki shook her head. “If someone in 
this house is trying to frighten you with a 
make-believe ghost—I’m not ready to trust 
anyone.” 

“I’ll do exactly as you say,” Mrs. Fairbanks 
whispered. “Your plan seems very mysteri¬ 
ous, but I’m sure you know what you’re 
doing.” 

I hope so, Vikki thought. “Thanks for 
the wonderful dinner,” she said out loud. 

“I’ll say,” Zach exclaimed. “The peanut 
butter sandwiches were great!” 

“You will be right back,” Mrs. Fairbanks 
muttered. 

Vikki nodded. With the Bloodhound 
Gang gone, the coast would be clear for the 
cackling ghost to return as well. 
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6:TheShcjdow 
at the Window 


On the way down the brick stairs to the car, 
Ricardo opened his cupped hand. 

“Look what I found.” 

“Another dead moth,” Zach remarked. 
“Big deal, Ricky.” 

“But I found it inside the house.” 

Vikki gave it a quick glance. “Where?” 

“In the corner of Edmund’s room. 
Where he keeps his hshing pole.” 

“He could have tracked it in,” Vikki said. 

“I’ve got it!” Zach declared, ripping out a 
small laugh. “That’s his new hobby. Fishing 
for moths!” 

Ricardo gave Zach a look, and groaned. 

Moments later the Rolls-Royce glided 
silently out of the curved driveway. The 
private road ahead lay deserted in the 
headlights. 
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Apparently, Townsend didn’t speak 
unless spoken to. Vikki stared at the back of 
his neck, and then leaned forward. 

“How far to the bus stop?” 

“Three miles. Miss.” 

After Townsend let them out and 
turned the car around, the Bloodhound 
Gang tried to ignore the night sounds. An 
owl was hooting from a treetop. It was scary 
out in the country. And it was going to be a 
long, dark walk back. 

Mrs. Fairbanks had retired to her bed¬ 
room, but she was not sleepy. She slipped a 
cassette into the stereo. The piano music of 
Chopin would soothe her. 

The summer night had not cooled off. 
She opened the French doors and rolled 
her chair onto the terrace. 

She watched as Townsend returned. 
Before long the lights in his rooms over the 
garage went out. She wondered if he knew 
she had mentioned him in her will. 

Only Edmund’s windows remained lit. 
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He was pacing again. She could see his 
shadow passing back and forth behind the 
drawn curtains. 


Carrying their weekend bags, the Blood¬ 
hound Gang trudged back to the estate. 
They had already reached the private road. 

“Let me see if I’ve got it straight, Vikki,” 
Ricardo said. “You figure someone is trying 
to make Mrs. Fairbanks think the curse is 
coming true. That she’s flipping her lid. So 
that leaves Edmund out.” 
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“Maybe,” Vikki answered. 

“But if he steals the necklace to get Mrs. 
Fairbanks out from under the curse, why 
would he be the one to scare her out of her 
wits? With the cackling ghost, I mean.” 

“She’s not scared out of her wits,” Vikki 
said. “And I’m not sure what Edmund is up 
to. Maybe there’s a different motive.” 

“I think it’s the gardener,” Zach put in. 
“She sure didn’t want us nosing around 
those dumb roses. Like she was hiding 

something.” 

“Well, let’s not overlook Townsend,” Ri¬ 
cardo said. “Like barking dogs don’t bite.” 

“What is that supposed to mean?” Zach 
asked. 

“It’s the quiet ones you’ve got to watch 
out for. And that chauffeur is as quiet as a 
zombie. You can’t tell what he’s thinking.” 

Ricardo brushed a large white moth 
from his face, and then stopped. 

“What was that phero-stuff called?” 

“Pheromone,” Vikki replied. 

“Look at my sleeve. That’s where I must 
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have wiped the drop of the stuff. A couple 
of moths are really sticking. Boy, that goop 
really works.” 

The Bloodhound Gang was almost with¬ 
in sight of the house. 

Edmund still paced and Chopin played 
on into the «ight. 

And then it came. The cackling laughter. 

On the terrace, Mrs. Fairbanks rang the 
hand bell for Edmund. She sat grim-faced. 
Her eyes were fixed on the rose garden. 

“So there you are again,” she muttered, 
peering at the ghost. “Why don’t you come 
closer so that I can have a good look at 
you?” 

Behind her, the bedroom lights went out. 

The French doors banged shut. The key 
turned in the lock. 

Mrs. Fairbanks could not hold back a 
gasp. 

Someone was in her room. And she was 
locked outside on the terrace with the starlit 
phantom in the rose garden. 
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7: The Ghost Returns 


The pealing of a bell jangled through the 
night air. 

The Bloodhound Gang froze. 


The dark hulk of the house stood in the 



distance. Only Edmund’s room was lit. 

A glowing figure had loomed up near 
the rose garden. 
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The Bloodhound Gang stared at it. 

Zach’s heart was banging in his ears like a 
bass drum. “I’ve changed my mind,” he 
breathed. “Maybe I do believe in ghosts.” 

“At least we know Mrs. Fairbanks wasn’t 
imagining it,” Vikki whispered. 

They had left the road to cut around to 
the rear of the estate. The cloudy, shim¬ 
mering form seemed half a mile away, but 
still too close for comfort. 

Ricardo was glad to be hidden in the 
darkness. He was sure his hair had shot up 
like porcupine quills. 

“Anybody scared?” Vikki murmured. 

“Naw,” Ricardo lied. 

“Naw,” Zach lied. 

“Well, I am,” Vikki said. “But we’d better 
have a closer look. Let’s go.” 

They left their bags and crept forward. 

The spooky intruder stood tall—quite as 
tall as Townsend, Vikki thought. Drawing 
nearer, she made out bits and pieces falling 
away, as if the ghost were shedding its 
unearthly skin. 
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Then the phantom took a leap into the 
air. 

And disappeared. 

The Bloodhound Gang stopped in their 
tracks. The drumbeat subsided in Zach’s 
ears. Ricardo gave a shrug of relief. “Boy, 
that thing sure scares easily.” 

After a pause for breath, the Blood¬ 
hound Gang continued on toward the 
house. They followed the light in Ed¬ 
mund’s windows as if it were a beacon. 

Ricardo turned to Vikki. “What are you 
slowing down for? Come on.” 

“Look at the windows.” N 

“Edmund’s shadow? So he’s walking the 
floor.” 

“Something wrong with that shadow. 
Back and forth. Back and forth. Too 
regular. You could put a stopwatch to it.” 

Ricardo peered at the shadow crossing 
the curtains. He counted under his breath. 
Finally he said, “Eight seconds one way, 
eight seconds back.” 
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Vikki nodded. “I told you. Regular as a 
clock.” 

Zach crept closer to the windows. 

“He’s running his model train. Listen. 
You can hear the little crossing signals clang.” 

But Vikki was no longer listening. She 
had spotted Mrs. Fairbanks on the dark 
terrace. * 

“Something must be wrong,” Vikki said. 
“Come on.” 

The Bloodhound Gang scrambled onto 
the terrace. Mrs. Fairbanks sat like a statue 
in her wheelchair, unseeing, lost in her own 
thoughts. 

Vikki touched her arm. “Mrs. Fairbanks 
—are you all right?” 

“Quite,” she said, as if roused from a 
nightmare. “Someone locked me out.” 

Ricardo found a window open. “I’ll climb 
through and unlock the doors.” 

Mrs. Fairbanks lifted her eyes to Vikki. “I 
was not imagining it, was I? You saw the 
ghost?” 

“Yes.” 
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“Then the curse is pure hokum. I knew 
it. I’m not going mad.” 

“No.” 

“But why didn’t Edmund come when I 
rang? Pacing, pacing . . . what is bothering 
him so, I wonder. His petty little gambling 
debts?” 

“Maybe they’re not so petty,” Vikki re¬ 
plied. 

At that moment, the lights in Edmund’s 
windows went out. 

“It looks like your nephew has returned 
to his room and gone to bed.” 

“Returned?” said Mrs. Fairbanks. “My 
dear, he never left. I’ve been watching. No, 
he hasn’t stepped out of his room.” 

“I’m not so sure,” Vikki replied, her 
mind scrambling to put the bits and pieces 
together. 

Ricardo found the light switch in the 
bedroom, and then unlocked the French 
doors. Vikki pushed the wheelchair inside 
the room. 

They all saw it at once. 
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The wall safe stood open. 

Mrs. Fairbanks took hold of the wheels of 
her chair and rolled herself closer. She 
peered inside the safe, but when she turned 
there wasn’t a shadow of distress on her 
face. 

“The jewel case is gone. Just as you 
predicted, Vikki.” 

“It wasn’t hard to predict. I didn’t tell you 
earlier, but he left the safe unlocked. I 
locked it later.” 

“He? What do you mean? Who is hel" 

Vikki held her breath. She couldn’t 
predict how Mrs. Fairbanks would take the 
bad news. 

“Your nephew. Edmund.” 

Mrs. Fairbanks hardly flinched. She ac¬ 
cepted Vikki’s suspicion with an iron will. 

“You’re sure?” 

“Yes,” Vikki replied. “Quite sure. 
Edmund did come when you rang the bell. 
He locked you out.” 
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8: Two Places at Once 


“But this is nonsense,” Edmund protested. 

Mrs. Fairbanks had gathered everyone, 
including Townsend, in Edmund’s room. 
The lights blazed. Ricardo noticed at once 
that the fishing pole no longer stood in the 
corner. It was gone. 

“I haven’t stepped out of my room all 
evening,” Edmund continued. 

Mrs. Fairbanks ignored his protests. “You 
must be terribly disappointed,” she said. 

“About what?” 

“About discovering the necklace missing 
from the case.” 

She removed a green silk scarf to reveal 
the emerald Darjeeling treasure hanging 
from her neck. 

“I took Vikki’s advice and removed the 
necklace from the safe and left the safe 
unlocked. These young people are with the 
Bloodhound Detective Agency.” 
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Edmund dredged up one of his flicker¬ 
ing smiles. “Now darling, you surely can’t 
suspect me.” 

' “I can and do. I just don’t know how you 
did it.” 

“Imagining things again,” he said, dis¬ 
missing the notion. 

“Am I? ” 

The smile flickered out, replaced by a 
look of growing malice. 

“Aunt Julia, I warned you about the 
curse. You’ve been behaving strangely late¬ 
ly. Quite balmy, in fact. You hear laughter 
bursting from your stereo. And that ghost 
you keep seeing. You’ll leave me no choice 
but to have you committed to an institu¬ 
tion.” 

Zach, drawn to the electronic equipment 
against the far wall, lifted his hand from 
Edmund’s transmitter as if from a warm 
stove. 

“Vikki—this set is still warm.” 

Edmund spun about and started toward 
Zach. “Get away from there!” 
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Townsend, immensely tall, blocked his 
way. “Easy, lad.” 

Zach, the detective agency’s electronics 
expert, was in his element. If the set was 
still warm, Edmund must have just been 
transmitting, he thought. 

“It wouldn’t be hard to muscle in on the 
same frequency as Mrs. Fairbanks’ stereo,” 
he said. “There’s a cassette loaded . . .” 

“See if it cackles,” Vikki answered. 

Zach snapped the transmitter on. 

Edmund dismissed the matter with a 
sharp sweep of his hand. “Anyone could 
have slipped in here to fool with the set.” 

“But you said you never left the room,” 
Vikki remarked calmly. 

“Your fishing pole was standing in the 
corner when we came in after dinner,” 
Ricardo said. “Now it’s gone.” 

Edmund’s voice was icy. “You call that 
evidence?” 

“I call it a start,” Vikki said. “I think I 
know how you attempted to make the 
Darjeeling curse come true.” 
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Zach had rewound the cassette, and now 
the speaker erupted with mad, cackling 
laughter. 

• Mrs. Fairbanks fixed her nephew with a 
look of anger and despair. “Edmund!” 

“So much for spooky voices,” Vikki said. 
“Turn it oflf, Zach.” 

Edmund was clinging like a bulldog to his 
own innocence. “Am I supposed to have 
been in two places at once? What utter rot! 
Aunt Julia, you said earlier you saw me 
pacing this room when someone locked you 
out. And while the ghost was kicking up its 
heels.” 

“All she saw was your shadow,” Vikki 
declared. “We watched it, too. And I think I 
can explain how you managed to be in two 
places at once.” 

Vikki hooked her thumbs and flapped 
her hands like the wings of a dove. 

“You used to practice hand shadows,” she 
went on. “That’s what tipped me oflf. Zach, 
do you know how to run this train?” 

“Sure.” 
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“Ricardo—go outside and let us know if 
this works.” 

Seconds later, the big model engine 
began to spin its wheels. The train left the 
model depot. It picked up speed, crossed a 
bridge, and entered the mountain tunnel. 

When the engine reappeared it shoved 
out a piece of cardboard. 

Vikki viewed it with some surprise. Ed¬ 
mund must have been in an awful hurry to 
hide it. 

She plucked the cardboard from the 
tracks and examined the shape. It would 






save her the bother of making a form 
herself. 

The cardboard silhouette was of a man’s 
head and chest. Alligator clips were at¬ 
tached to the back. 

“Stop the train,” Vikki said to Zach. 

She clipped the figure to the side of a 
model cattle car. She nodded at Zach to 
start the train again, and busied herself 
arrzmging the lamps in the room. She 
aimed their lights low. The light beamed 
across the long oval track layout and into 
the curtained windows. 




Outside, Ricardo watched as a man’s 
shadow began to cross, back and forth, 
behind the curtains. 

He didn’t know what Vikki was up to, but 
he yelled out. 

“It works!” 






9: How to Make a 
Ghost Walk 


When Ricardo returned inside, a fresh 
moth was clinging to his sleeve. 

Eldmund was casting about for a new 
alibi. 

“Aunt Julia . . .” 

“Oh, do shut up, Edmund. These new 
hobbies of yours—all part of a contempt¬ 
ible scheme to lay your hands on the 
Darjeeling Necklace.” 

“As for the ghost,” Vikki said, “it just 
walked in.” 

Ricardo looked around. “Who? Me?” 

Vikki lighdy captured the large, milky- 
white moth on Ricardo’s arm. 

“A ghost made of moths,” Vikki said. 
“Miss Chitwood’s botde of pheromone 
turned up empty—except for the drop 
Ricardo wiped on his sleeve.” 
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“Phero—what?” Mrs. Fairbanks mur¬ 


mured. 

“Pheromone, Madam,” Townsend said. 
“Your new head gardener chatters on about 
its wonders. Rather boringly, if I may say 
so. A harmless scent to trap various insects. 
This one obviously works for moths.” 

Mrs. Fairbanks’ eyes flicked to Edmund. 
“Apparently my nephew wasn’t bored.” 

Zach almost leaped oflf the floor with a 
sense of victory. “Then it was a clue I found 
on the lawn! All those moths!” 

“And the one Ricardo found here on the 
carpet near the fishing pole,” Vikki added. 
“Ricardo, take off your jacket with the 
pheromone on it. Fll release this moth. See 
where it leads you.” 

Townsend opened the terrace doors. 
Zach joined Ricardo on the trail of the 
moth. 

Moments later they vanished behind the 
wall-like hedge behind the rose garden. 

And then the ghost loomed up. 
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It swayed in the night and advanced on 
the terrace. 

Fluttering white moths! 

A swarm of moths was dangling from the 
fishing pole. 

“Look what we caught!” Ricardo called 
out. “A big hunk of white silk. Must be 
soaked with that pheromone stuff. Ditched 
behind the hedge.” 

And in a hurry, Vikki thought. Edmund 
no doubt had planned to go back for it. 
He’d had a lot to do setting the fishing pole 
and the ghost in place, racing to his aunt’s 
bedroom for the necklace and back to duck 
the moths out of sight. 

“Presto . . . the ghost,” Mrs. Fairbanks 
said thoughtfully. “Moths to frighten me 
into selling the necklace for a pittance. To 
one of your shady friends. With a nice fee 
for you, no doubt.” 

Edmund stood stunned to see his tighdy 
knit plan come undone so quickly. 

Angrily, Mrs. Fairbanks snatched his 
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striped robe from the arm of a chair. A 
black velvet case slipped from the pocket to 
the floor. She glanced at it only an instant, 
and then tossed the robe to Edmund. 

“Townsend,” she said quietly. “Edmund 
will be leaving as soon as he packs. I’ll give 
him eight seconds.” 

She wheeled herself toward the door. 

“Aunt Julia,” Edmund said, coming out 
of his daze. “I need money. Big money. 
And right away. I’ve gambling debts. And 
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these men play rough. They’ll follow me.” 

“Then you’ll have to put one foot in front 
of the other quickly,” she said. “It’s called 
running.” 

And she left him standing there. 

As a package arrived at the Bloodhound 
Detective Agency, the phone rang. 

“Bloodhound Detective Agency,” Vikki 
said. “Whenever there’s trouble, we’re there 
on the double. Mr. Bloodhound isn’t here. 
What? Wrong number.” 

She hung up the phone. By then Ricardo 
and Zach had the package open, and were 
looking at the glass jar it contained. 

“From Mrs. Fairbanks,” Zach said, read¬ 
ing the tag. “But what is it?” 

“Looks like a jar of BBs,” Ricardo re¬ 
marked. 

Vikki smiled. “It’s caviar.” 

“Fish eggs?” Zach groaned. 

“Terrific on peanut butter sandwiches,” 
Vikki said. 

Zach wrinkled up his nose. “Yecch.” 
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“Edmund! The ghost is back!" 


Ghosts? Is old Mrs. Fairbanks losing her 
mind? Her nephew Edmund thinks she is. He 
soys if s the curse of the Darjeeling Necklace. 

“The owner is doomed to go mad,” Edmund 
warns. “Get rid ot the necklace, Aunt.” 

But Mrs. Fairbanks knows what she sow and 
heard, and she knows what to do about it— 
cal! in the Bloodhound Gang. But can 
even those clever sleuths solve the strange 
mystery of the cackling ghost? 
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